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x % T suddenly looked up at the man as he “Yes. sir. said Wilkins with his 

4 stood at my side holding the blue- totempole abstraction, 

fi I flamed little akohol Ump for the con- “And what’s more.' I suddenly cried, 

f 1 1 tact of my waiting cigar end. exasperated bv that play-acting ’role 

“Wilkins, how did yon get that scar?’' and rising and confronting him as he 

^^ I asked him, out of a clear sky. The stood there, “your name s not Wilkins. 

wrist itself was covered by its cuff and you never got that wrist scar 
and sleeve end. but under them, I knew from a coach doors.” 
was the telltale mark. “Why not, sir?" he gently and re- 

“What scar, sir?" be asked, his po- spectfully inquired. 

Iiteness touched with an indulgent pa- “Because.’’ I cried, stepping still 

tie nee which seemed to imply that he nearer and watching the immobile 

was not altogether unused to facing blue-white face, "in the gang you work 
gentlemen in maccotmtably high spirits, with you're known as Sir Henry, ami 
• "This one!" I said, catching his hand you got that cut on the wrist from 

in mine and running the cuff back along a wedge when you tried to blow open 
! the white forearm. Not one trace of a safe door, and the letters of intro- 
etther alarm or resentment could I dnetion which you brought to the 
w. see cn that indecipherable countenance. Whippeny Chib were forged by an 

I almost began to admire the man. In expert named Tnrk McMeekin: and I 
his way he was superb. know what brought yon into this 

"Oh. that, sir!” be exclaimed, with house and what your plans for rob- 
an almost offensively condoning glance bing it are!” 

at the Van Tnyls, as though inquiring There was not one move of his 

J whether or not he should reply to a black-clad bodv as he stood there 

question so personal and at the same There was not one twitch of the raask- 

time so out of place. face. But out on that face, point by 

“Tell him where yon got it. Wil- point, came a slow suffusion of some- 
kins,’’ said Beatrice Van Tuyl, so thing akin to expression. It was not 

sha/ply that it amounted to a com- fear. To call it tear would be doing 

mand- . . the man an injustice. 

“I got it stopping Lord Entristles for mt of a moment the 

brougham, madam, in London, seven almo-t pitiful eyes looked at me with 

years ago.' was the quiet and unhesi- a quick and imploring glance. Then 

taring answer. the mask once more descended over 

"And the coach glass cut your ,hem. He was himself again. And I 
mV wristr asked Van Tuyl. felt almost sure that in the mellowed 

“Yes. sir.” replied the servant, raov- light about us the other two figures 
VJM ing with methodic slowness on bis way at the table had not seen that face 

gJW about the table. His figure, in its som- as I did. 

*=■*2^ her badge of livery, seemed almost a There was. in fact, something almost 
By’ pathetic one. like shame on Van Tujrl’s heavy dace 

ft The silence that ensued was not a as the calm-voiced servant, utterly ig 

Id pleasant ooe. 1 ielt almost grateful normg me and my words, turned n> 

y , for the timely entrance of the maid him and asked if he should remove the 

t Felice. In her hands she carried - a things. 

' i japanned tin box. about the sue of -y oa haven’t answered the gentle 

l ' a theatrical make-up box. This she man.’ said Beatrice Van Tuyl. in a 

_ placed on the table beside her mistress. voice a | itt ] e ,j, r j|i Ult (, excitement, 
k Is there anything else, madam.' “What is there to answer, madam'' 

Pi ' “"asked. „ - , . he mildly asked. “It’s all the young 

IK That is.all. answered Beatrice Van gentleman’s foolishness, some foolish- 

Tuyl as she threw back the lid of the ne „ which I can't understand” 
japanned box. I noticed that although -But the thing can’t stand like thi« 
Uf\ key stood in it- it was unlocked, protested the ponderous Van Tavl. 

f// ' Then my hostess looked up at the wait- There must have been something 
Y///7 butler “And. Wilkins, vou can re assunng to them both in the me 

f’/j. lave the cigars and liqueur on the table. thodic ca l mn „, with which this cal 

Iff// 111 ring if I want anything^ uminaled factor in their domestic F.dn. 

/W/ Th' carefully coiffured blond head moved about once more performing 

was bent low over the box as the serv- his Detty domestic duties. 

stepped out of the room. ITie del- -fhen vou denv everything he savs?’ 

- Kate fingers probed through the array- insisted the woman. 

. ? f leather-covered cases. 1 could see The servant stopped and looked up 
- by her face, even betore she spoke. ; n m ild reproof. 

that the box’s contents were intact. "Of course, madam." he replied. a« 
I Vou see she said, ladling handful he slowlv removed the liqueur glasses 

, 1 . after handful of glittering jewelry out | U w ray hostess look after him with 

i on the White tablecloth between her one of h,.,. Ion(! and abilrac , ed glance- 

coffee cup and mine, everything is She was still peering into his 7ace as 

here. Those are my ring. There s the he stepped back to the table. She was. 
4r»R collar. There i angel Jim 5 *un- indeed, still gazing at him when the 
, ; burst y And here s the ordinary family shrill of an electric bell an- 

, >'■*■ , ... nounced there was a caller at the 

1 sat for a moment studying that street door 
, Oriental array of feminine adornment. "Wilkins. ’ she said, almost rumina- 

It was plainly an array of evidence to ,; ve |y. - 1 want you to answer the 
discountenance me. 1 felt a distinct do< w_the street door.” 

I °L n !' e L * ben J " om *" m “Yea. madam." he answered, witli- 

mis bior ,* odd * n, y dro n* d f . ,ro ? out hesitation. 

VJx “>' f ?T '« her jewel box again. It The three of ns sat in silence, is 
: was V an Tnyls insistent stare that the llow and methodic ftros crossed 
irs?” hi,rsftt the room, stepped oat into the hall, and 

>osurc 1 t 50 were m lock. And as advanced to what at least one of u« 

^ { rom . now . °° I V"* to J* r V l>0n '! b ^ knew to be his doom. It was Van 

hrre"i for what , l»PP«ns-_ I saai- as I reached luyI h j raJ e!f who spoke up out of the 
, 1over - “ d «“hered ,be shttermg mass s.lmee, 

r ouuer. up m a table napkin. “I think it “VVV.C. u- , .ii v,.-, . 

iswered. ! iin sfenMy things if vou. Van Tuyl. hf a,ted ’ " h2ts he 

im cross ^ possession of thes^.“ I *°°S ~ ,or — - - 

Ihmg. I „ ed t h e napkin securely together 

we were and handed it to my wondering host. 

>’*51 Then 1 dropped a silver bonbon dish 
plicitly. and a hunch of hothouse grapes into 
los,f ' s - the emptied box. locking it and hand¬ 
ing the key back to Beatrice Van TuvL 
"And now what must I do?” she 


tangibility was the repealed word. “Van 
Tuyl.** 

I went to the telephone and called 
up Beatrice Van Tuyl As youngsters 
we had raced pony carts and played 
water polo and catboard on the Sound 
together. I realized, as I beard that 
cheery young matron’s voice over the 
wire, that I would have to pick my 
steps with care. 

.“1 say. Beatrice, are you possibly in 


all but empty room. 

“Yes, it was a lady.” 1 answered | need of a butler f I began as offh 
That wall-eyed intruder knew nothing edly as 1 was able, 
of the heavenly supper I had stumbled; “Out of a place. Witter dear?” 
on in that wicked French restaurant, or the chuckling inquiry that came to 
of the fine and firm Clos Vougcot that “No, I’m not, but I know of a 
had been unearthed from its shabby cel- man.” was ray mendacious reply. * 

lar. or of ray own peace of mind as I rather thought.-’’ 

1 sat there studying the empty metal “My dear Witter.” said the ■ 
cooler and pondering how the mean over the wire, “we’ve a jewel of a 
and scabby wastes of Champagne could up here. He’s English, you know, 
mother an ichor so rich with singing “What’s his name?” 
etherealities. “Just what it ought to be—the 

“Er—just what might she look like, appropriate name of Wilkins." 
sir?" my tormentor next asked of me. “How long have you had him?" 

"She moves very, very quietly, and "Oh. weeks and weeks!” 
has a star in her hair. - ’ 1 replied to -“And you're sure of him in_ e 
that fish-eyed waiter. “Her breath is way?” 

soft and dewy, and her brow is hooded. "Of course, we’re sure of him. 
And in her hands she carries a spray been a Gibraltar of dependability.” 
of poppies.’’ "Where did you get him from? 

The waiter looked down at me with "From Morristown. He was at 


ly insane- _ , "The Whippeny Club!" I cried, for 

“Surely,” I said with a smothered the name struck like a bullet on the 
yawn, "surely you have met her? Sure- metal of memory. 

ly you have been conscious of those "Don’t you think." the voice over the 
soft and shadowy eyes gazing into wire was saying, "that you’d better 
yours as you melted into her arms?” come up for dinner tonight and inspect 
“Quite so, sir,’’ uneasily admitted my the paragon at close range? And you 
wall-eyed friend. Then 1 began to might talk to us a little, between 
realize that be was waking roe up. For whiles.” 
one long boor, with a full body and T’ * ’ 

an empty head. I had sat there stalk- Aepl 
ing sleep as artfully and as arduously "1 
as huntsman ever stalked a deer. And “A 
I knew that if 1 moved from that spot 
the. chase would be over, for that night ^ 

the Van Tuyls’ doorbell and was duly , Ul]9 * 

admitted to that orderly and »rl!-ap- : 
pointed Seventy-third street house, so 

like a thousand other orderly and well -1 |VHff£'' ■jMlwj] 4 ' 

apointed New York houses hidden he- TJmMJm Ulu 11 If I 

hind their unchanging masks of brown Ban !H Hu 

and ascended to tliat second floor | 111 j *0 

I had known so many sedately happy n |ll 

quieted by its flower-laden atmosphere. | .ILi 

1 .began to he oppressed by a ^new and I 

would be no light matter. I began to fl - BIT? J 

see. to explode a bomb of dissension 
in that principality of almost arrogant 

confound that smoothly flowing rou- 

tine with which urban wealth so jeal- ' ^ 

1^.1 nothing in which 1 could be positive. • v ' 1 

1 nothing on which I could with cer-, s l nHMr / 

tainty rely. And my inward disquiet / 

was incrCa-ed, if anything, by the calm lA'r.r HBOk / 

and blithelv contented glance that wft! f 

Beatrice Van Juyi leveled at me. v / / / 

“And what’s ail this mystery about 
our man Wilkins?" she asked me, w-ith 

the immediacy of her sex. sober personage, with a curatelike soL 

“Won’t you let me answer that tjues- enmity all his own. 
tion a little later in the evening? 1 had no wish to gape at the man. 

“You can’t shake mv faith in Wil- but that first glimpse of mine was a 
kins,” said the blue-eyed woman in the sharp one. for 1 knew that it was Wil- 
blue silk dinner gown, as she leaned kins himself that I was confronting, 
hack in a protecting armed and softly Then 1 looked at the man more close- 
padded library chair which suddenly ly. He wore the conventional dress 
became symbolic of her whole guarded livery of twilled worsted, with an ex- 
and upholstered life. “Jim, tell Winer treroely high-winged collar and an ex- 
what a jewel Wilkins rally is." tremcly small lawn tie. He seemed a 

Th-n I J™- whose thought was heavy ord- remarkably solid figure of a man, and 

incn. _t_-I -r.-. «...__i__ u;, ___ :_:___ ._ 


was my very prompt 


at last. 

“But the odd thing about her." I 
languidly explained, “is that she evades 
only those who seek her. She is coy. 

She denies herseit to those who most 
passionately demand her. Yet some¬ 
thing tells me that she is hovering 
near me at this moment, that she is 
about to bend over me with those in¬ 
effable eyes if only 1 await the golden 
moment. And so. my dear sir. if you 
wiH take this as a ’slight reward for 
jour trouble, and cover that exceed¬ 
ingly soiled looking divan m that ex¬ 
ceedingly disreputable-looking alcove 
with a clan tablecloth, and then daw 
that curtain you will be giving me a 
chance to consort with an angel of 
graciousness more lovely than . 
meretricious had that ever soiled its 
laded plush. And if I am left unin¬ 
terrupted until you go off in the morn¬ 
ing, your reward will then be doubled." 

His puzzled face showed, as 
jicercd down at the bill in his hand, 
that if this indeed were madness, there 
was a not repugnant sort of method 
in it. 

So iic set dazedly about draping that 
none too clean divan with a tablecloth, 
making it. in fact, look uncomfortably 
like a bier. Then he carried my hat 
and gloves and overcoat to a chair at 
tlic foot of the divan. Then he took 
me by the arm. firmly and solicitously. 

His face, as I made my way without 
one stagger or reel into that shabby 
little quietude screened off from the 
rest of the world, was a study in as¬ 
tonishment. It was plain that 1 puz¬ 
zled him. He even indulged in a sec¬ 
ond wondering glance back at :h£ di¬ 
van as he drew the portieres. _ 

if 1 mistake not. he uttered the one 
explanatory and self-sufficient word— . . .- . . 

“Needle-pumper!“ ove r_ m hss m,nd 

I heard him tiptoe in. a few min- 
utes later, and decently cover my legs 
with the overcoat from the chair. I 
did not speak, tor bending over me 
was a rarer and sweeter Presence, and 
I wanted no sound or movement to 
frighten her away Just when her hand 
touched mine I cannot tell. But I fell 
off into a deep and natural sleep. 

From that sleep I emerged vaguely 
conscious of the fact that voices were 
speaking close to me. Their murmur, 
in fact, seemed to blend with my ever- 
shifting dreams, ior as I lay there in 
that pleasant borderland torpor which 
is neither wakefulness nor slumber I. 
seemed to doze on. in no ponderable' ercn 
way disturbed by the broken hum of 
talk that crept in to me. 

’’Then why can't Sir Henry work on 
the Belmont job?” one of the voices 
was asking. 

“I told you before. Sir Henry's tied 
up." another voice answered. 

"What doing?" asked the first voice. 

“lie’s fixing his plant for that Van 
Tuyl coup." was the answer. 

"What Van Tuv-1?” 

“Up in Seventy-third street. He's 
g>n 'em hog-tied!" 

“Aud what's more.” broke in a third 
voice, “he won't touch a soup case 
since he got tliat safe wedge in the 
wrist. It kind o' broke his nerve for 
nitro work.” 

"Aw. yew couldn’t break that guy’s 
nerve!" 

"WeU, be knows he's marked, any- 

wav.” 

Then came a lull, followed by the 
scratch of a match and the mumbling , ' 

voices again. deman 

"Mow'd he get through the ropes up 1 
there?” inquired one of these voices. * 

"Same old way. Butlering. Turk Me- v °?* n 
Meekin doped him up a half-dozen ^“lch 
London recommends. That got him 5 


"Sit down. Jim.” broke in his wife 
writh enforced calmness. "Sit down and 
wait” 

"But who's arresting •bj« man ? Who's 
got the evidence to justify what’s be¬ 
ing done here?” 

”1 have.” was the woman's answer. 
“What do you mean?” 

She was very calm about it. 

“I mean that Witter was right. My 
Baroda pearls and the emerald pen¬ 
dant were not in the safe. They're 
gone." 

"They're gone 1 ” echoed the incred¬ 
ulous husband. 

"Listen." I suddenly cried, as Van 
Tuyl sat digesting his discovery. W% 
hard the sound of steps, the slam of 

you ask Felice to coie a ,lo< ’ r - and ,h "' . ,he d fPartmg hum of 
1 a motorcar. Before 1 rrahzed what 
-be was doing Beatrice Van Tuyl* 
foot wa- mice more on the call bell. 
A footman answered the summons. 

"Go t-< the street door." she com- 
maodrd and see who’s there.” 

said the woman beside tne.l. " C *'\ hed 'J^T- n8 ’ , T, ‘T 

- ' lengthened, {something about that si¬ 

lence impressed me as ominous. We 
were -till intently listening as the foot¬ 
man ‘icpped hark into the room. 

“It's the chautfeur. sir.” he explained. 
"And what does he want?” 

"lie said Felice telephoned for the 
car a quarter of an hour ago.” 

"Semi Felice to me." commanded my 
hostess. 

“I don't think I can. ma'am. She's 
gone in the car with Wilkin?." 

With Wilkins?" 

“Yes. ma’am. Jansen says he can't 
to arrest make it out, ma'am. Wilkins driving 
off that wav without so much as a 
by vour leave, ma'am.” 

The three of us rose as one from 
the table. _ For a second or two we 
stood staring at each other. 

Then Van Tuyl suddenly dived for 
the stairs, with the napkin full of jew¬ 
elry in bis hand. I. in turn, dived for 
llt the street door. But before I opened 

led. "but isn't all « } knew it was too late, 
ittle highlianded ? suddenly stepped back into the 
lings into a nice hallway to confront Batnce Van Tuyl. 

“How long have you had Felice?” 1 

I cried, with all asked, groping impotrntly about the 
ny comand. "the hall closet for my hat and coat, 
ilial with a crim- "She came two weeks before Wil¬ 
kins.” was the answer. 

lenundcd lira. "Then you see what this means?” I 

W ,U - asked, still groping about for my over¬ 

motion for his coat - 
I. "What an it mean r 

was still on the "They were working together—they 
lien Wilkins en- were confederates." 

;ere and self-as- Van Tuyl descended the stairs still 
carrying the table napkin full of jew- 

_ _^_ _ _ _ I Tuyl and there dry. His eyes were wide with in- 

hat's darkening those trquoises of was an outspoken and deliberate sav- dignant wonder, 
ines.” agery In his voice as his wife mo- “It’s gone. he gasped. "He s taken 

I dropped a lump of sugar into my tioned to him in what seemed a signal your box! 

iffee and sipped it. Wilkins opened a for moderation. “Wilkins. I regard you 1 emerged from the hall closet both 
irk-wooded buffet humidor before me. as an especially good servant. Mr. a little startled and a little humiliated 
id I picked out a slender -wabted Kerfoot, on the other v hand, says be “'**•. 4nd he s taken my hat and 
a rata corseted in a band of gold. 1 knows you and says you are nee* coat, I aadly confessed. 


“Look here,” 1 suddenly demanded, the figure, whether natural or simulat- and face him with it. Now. what is “Well I think 1 can also trust my| “Have 

“have either of you missed anything ed. was one marked for servitude there beside the Turk McMeekin maid Felice—unless you know her bel-| to »here 

valuable about here lately?" Yet I had to admit to myself, as item?" ter than I do" las to reti 

The two glanced at each other in we filed out and down to the dining "Not yet!” murmured Beatrice Van I could afford to ignore the thrust. | - A n.i tn 

perplexed wonder. room, tliat the man was not without Tuyl. warninglv. as Wilkins and his Then I’d advise you to send her up, "Then ” 

"Of course, not." retorted the worn- his pretended sense of dignity. lie masklike face advanced into the room. «° look over your things at once.” i dpn notc 

an in the dinner gown, "Not a thing!" seemed neither arrogant nor obsequi- | noticed for the first time Beatrice "Why do you say that?" not jccou 

“And you know you have everything ous. Van Tuvi’s own eves dwelt with a Because now I know this man Wil- f OT t |, c p, 

intact, all vour jewelry, your plate. 1 had to confess, as I watched his quidc and searching’look on her serv- kins is a criminal of the worst type. 1 " A n an-' 
vour pocket books, the trinkets a sneak deft and subdued movements about that ant’s immobile face. Then I tell her "You know it?" showed or 

thief might call it worth while to china-strewn oblong of damask whir* equally srarching gaze directed at me “Yes. 1 know it as well as I know -j tell 

round up?” seemed his ’fit and rightful domain. 1 knew that my failure io make good I’m sitting at this table. And I can he objectc 

f course, we have. And 1 can’t that he was in no way warning in the would meet with scant forgiveness She Prove it " bell. ”Yo 

resent vour hrackeimg my pocket- part-the only thing that puzzled me wou ld demand knowledge, even though "How?” demanded Van Tuyl "Please 

m with the trmkets. was the futility ®f that part. There was j, ] r d to the discovery of the vol- “I'll show you how in a very’ few Wilkins s 

But are you certain ot this: Could authority, too, in his merest linger cano’s imminence. And after so much moments. And on second thoughts I'd turned an 

you verify it at a moments notice? movement and eye shift, as from time smoke it was plainly mv duty to show have that maid Felice bring what von -errant. " 

My dear \\ itter. we wouldn t need to time he signaled to the footman who where the fire lay. regard as valuable right to this dining here.” 

to. I mean we re doing it every day helped him in his duties. There was I seized the conversation by the tail room—I mean vour jewels and things.” None of us spoke until Felice en- 

of our bves- Its instinctive; its as grave solicitude on his face as be-as it were, and dragged it back into “But this sounds so silly." demurred -ered the room. Wilkin*. 1 noticed, 

much a habit as keeping moths out awaited the minutest semaphore nod the avenues of incon-equentiality. We my stiff reluctant hostess. followed her in. but passed across the 

of the closets and cobwebs out of the ot the woman m the blue sffk dinner ,here. the three of ns. actually mak- "It won't sound half so silly as a room's full length and went out by 

corners." gown. And this was the man. with ing talk for the sake of a pmtv.faced Tiffany advertisement of a reward and the doo' in the rear 

“What's making you ask all this?” his stolid air of exactitude with '-his servant I noticed, though, that as he .no questions asked.” 
demanded my host. quick-handed movements and his alert rounded the table he repeatedly fell. Beatrice Van Tuyl intercepted a foot- very calmly and coolly. "1 want vou to 

"I’m asking all this.” I replied, "be- *nd yet unparticipating eyes, whom I : mder the quickly questioning gaze of I man and sent him off for the maid take this box back to the safe.”’ 

cause I have good reason to believe had come into that quiet household to both his master and mi-tress. It became Felice. A moment later Wilkins was "Yes. madam." 

this paragon you all Wilkins is not proclatm a thief S harder and harder to keep up my pre- \ at our side quietly serv ing the rate “Then go to the telephone in the 

only a criminal but has come into this I watched tor his hands every course tense of artless good humor. Time was noir in tiny gold-lined cups. study and ring up police hradquarter- 

for criminal purposes." 44 * 541 'here talking against time— flying, and nothing had as yxt been "This method of mine for identify- Tell them who you are. Then explain 

Fot what criminal purposes?" and heaven know* what I talked ofl found out. mg the real pari as you miff see,” 1 that I want them to send an officer 

Bor the sake of robbing it.' _ “ut apout those hands there was noth- “Now.” defpandrd Van Tuy l when blandly went on. "is a very simple one. here, at once." 

Beatrice Van Tuyl loked at_me with 'tig to discover. . In the first thing ofj the room was once more empty, “what You merely take a match end an dip “Yes, madam." answered the atten- 

are jrou sure of?" it in clar water. Then you let a drop tive-faced maid. 

“I m sure of nothing.” 1 had to con- of the water fall on the pearl. If the "Felice, vou Had better ask them to 

fess. stone is an imitation one the water send two men, two-’ 

"Then what do you propose doing?” drop will spread and lie dose to the “Two plain clothes men.” T prompted, 

was the somewhat’arctic inquiry. surtace. If the static is genuine the “Yes. two plain clothes men. And 

I glanced up at the waff where Eze- d '‘‘P will stand high and rounded, like explain to them that they-are 
kiah Van Tuyl the worthy founder of a globe of quick-silver, and w-ill shake the man servant who open* the door 

the American branch of the family, with the minute vibrations which pass for them—at ooce. and without any 

frowned reprovingly down at me over through any body not in perfect equil- fuss. I is that quite dear?" 
his swathing blade stock. ibrium. "Yes. madam, quite clar.” a 

“1 propose." was mv answer, “having Before I had completed that speech the maid, 
your great-grandfather up there let us the maid Felice had stepped into the “Then please hurry." 

know whether I am right or whether room. She was a woman of about “Yes. madam." 

I am wrong." thirty, white-skinned, slender of figure I looked up at Van Tuyl'i 

And as Wilkins stepped into the and decidedly foreign looking. Her splutter of indignatini 










